2 butterflies 


through my open window. Steer 
them with a broom. One’s 


out and circles the sun- 
light. The other balancing 


on the broom, we develop an 
understanding as I gently extend, 


such act granting me the privilege 
of further news. I've done well, 


I learn, but "Our life is a dream 
you will never prize." 


